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Prologue: Party at the Cathouse 


Disclaimer: The author does not own the people mentioned in this fiction. She doesn't make any money off of it 
and she means them no harm. 

Note: | gotta thank Butterscotch for our brainstorming sessions. The POV will change every now and then as 
the story gets rollin! 
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| didn't want to go. | hated the very idea A costume party at the Cathouse? C'mon, what are we, five year 
olds? There was no way | was going to dress up, | told myself. Screw Halloween! It's stupid holiday anyway. 
Besides what's next, trick or treating? | have my pride, | have my dignity, | have- 


"Aw, Don't be a baby, Dave," Junior whined, from where he sat on my bed. "It's just a little party.’ 


"No, if | have to dress up in some ridiculous costume then I'm not going! And call me a baby one more time 
and I'll break your face!" 


Junior sighed, eyeing me suspiciously to see if | would make good on my threat. Seeing it was empty the grin 


returned, "Stop worrying about being embarrassed, l'm gonna wear a costume." He paused and slurk to the end 


of the bed. "Its not a big deal." 


| took a huge swig from my bottle of vodka. "I just don't want to, I'll tell Rikki | can't make it, that's all” | looked 
up at him. "What the fuck are you doing on my bed? Get off!" 


Junior ignored me. Annoying bastard. "I got the perfect costume for you too!" 
| rolled my eyes. "What is it? Oh, let me guess, the devil? ‘Cause that would be original!" 


"Not even close.” 


| chugged the last bit of my alcohol and stared at him. | didn't want to ask, but | still wanted to know. 


"What the?...Why? How is that scary?" 
‘Its not, that's the beauty of it. It would be something totally unexpected and not you." 


| thought about that. It was true, and it would be better then going as something stupid like a clown or a 


pirate. Hell, | wouldn't even really have to dress up. "Well..maybe.." 


Junior beamed happily. "Good, it won't be so bad, Dave. And my costume is gonna match yours. Hope you don't 


mind." 

| glared at him. "What are you gonna be, a nun?" 

He shook his head and rolled off my bed, smirking at me the entire time. "Nope." 

"Then what? | didn't even say yes, yet. So you better fuckin’ tell me what you're gonna be!" 


He shrugged and walked away, going back to his hotel room, probably. Before he shut my door he turned back 


to me. "You'll just have to wait and see, Dave." 


Why did | let him talk me into it? Because l'm drunk off my ass, that's why, because Junior is a little weasel, 


too. It can't be because | wanted to go cause | didn't! 


Yet here | am, waiting outside the Cathouse for Junior. | should just go in. But | don't, | stand against my car. A 
bottle of Jack Daniels clutched in my hand like a life preserver. I'm dressed like a priest, my hair is tied back in 
a loose ponytail and I'm wearing thin-framed glasses. That's right ponytail and glasses! Don't | look Metal! l'm 
even holding a Bible. Hopefully there will be nobody | know there besides Junior and Rikki. | really hope. 


Junior's car appears down the block he pulls up by me but | don't get a good enough look to see what he was 


wearing before he peels away to park next to my car. 


When he gets out | immediately regret ever coming. He's dressed in khaki shorts, his socks are knee high, and 


he's wearing a tie and an oversized jacket. He's a school boy, a catholic school boy. 
l'm gonna kill him. 
"You like?" he grins, twirling around so | can admire the full beauty of his outfit. "Told you we'd match!" 


My grip tightens on my bottle. 


"I'm not going in there with you, anymore." | hiss. 

"Its funny, Dave," Junior whines. 

"Do you see me laughing?" 

"You have no sense of humor, you know that?" 

| pause to consider the pros and cons of giving Junior a nice whack over the head with my bottle. At least he 
would stop looking at me like that, with that stupid grin! But | really didn't have the time to find another 
bassist and Junior wasn't so bad to have around sometimes. 

| try to snarl at him but give up. "Fine lets go, Rikki's probably got plenty of drinks in there anyway." 


Junior just laughs at me as we walked toward the entrance of the club. 


| should have hit him. 


The Guests Arrive 


The Guests Arrive 


Disclaimer: | do not own any of the rock stars (or Rikki). | do however can take credit for creating the women 
in this fiction. None of this ever happened and | don't profit from this in anyway. 

Note: This chapter is rather choppy, but it was really just so | can introduce everyone and get the story 
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-$ * * * * * *Dave Mustaine * * * * ¥ ¥ ¥ 


We stepped into the Cathouse. It took a couple of seconds for my eyes to adjust to the poorly lit club. Cheesy 
Halloween decorations and fake cobwebs were everywhere. There must have been a couple of fog machines 
because the air was suffocating and thick with white smoke. There were a lot more cages then | had 
remembered there being before, but no girls in them. And hardly anybody was there. Maybe we were early? | 
looked around for Rikki but didn't see him. 

Junior came up beside me and gave a low whistle, "They sure went all out for this thing.” 

| nodded. There was a tall lanky cowboy with tight leather pants, a black vest and shirt, and snakeskin boots 
leaning up against the bar. The cowboy was holding a rope that seemed to be tied to something but | couldn't 
see what. He looked familiar and when he turned towards me and smiled, it was then | recognized him. "Hey, 
Davel Hey, Junior! | didn't know you guys were gonna be herel!" 

"How's it going Duff?" 

The blond cowboy's smile grew. "I'm good, man. You guys want a drink?" He pulled on his rope and Izzy appeared 
out of the shadows with Duff's rope tied around his waist. "Look," Duff exclaimed. "Dave and Junior are here! 
Isn't that cool, lz?" 

Izzy looked us over and shrugged. "Yes, that's nice Duff." 

Junior laughed, "I'm sorry but what are you suppose to be Izzy?" 

The dark haired guitarist opened his jacket to reveal an index card taped to his shirt, it simply said ‘Steer’. 
"Oh." 

"It was his idea, not mine." 


"Right." 


Duff, meanwhile had lost interest in us and had turned back towards his drink 


| wanted to ask if Axl was anywhere in the vicinity but decided not to. Didn't want to act desperate or 
suspicious. Just because when we had toured together me and him had fooled around...eh, didn't matter, he had 
"So, where's Rikki?" | asked. 

Izzy looked around the club. "| dunno, man. We just saw him. He's here somewhere." 

"lim going to go look for him." 


| started walking towards the back by the cages. Man, it was dark! Would it kill him to put on a couple of 
lights? 


"Rikki?" | called out. "Rikki? You here?" The cages were big and empty, with black cloth draped around. | think in 
one | saw some handcuffs. | walked slowly passed them, it seemed to get darker and darker the further | went 
back. "Jeez, Rikki? You there?" Nothing but silence. 

| sighed and turned to go back when something grabbed me by the shoulder. | yelped and whirled back 

party hasn't even started." 

"I wasn't scared!" | growled feeling my face warm with embarrassment. "You just..surprised me." 

"Mmm-Hmm, sure." 

"What the fuck were you doing? | called for you like five times. Going deaf, Rikki?" 

Rikki gave me an odd smile. "I was watching you." 

"What?" 


He shrugged. "Nothing. C'mon lets go see who else is here." 


| followed him back but something wasn't right. | just couldn't place my finger on it, yet. | usually wasn't as 
jumpy as this. Something was making me uneasy, but what? Maybe | just needed another drink. 


A pirate had now joined the cowboy. Slash, and he didn't look half bad. He had big golden hoop earrings, white 
pants and shirt, a chunky black belt looped around his waist and a long wooden sword hung from it. He had 
traded in his top hat for a traditional buccaneer one. When he saw me he smiled and there was just the 


faintest gleam of gold there. 


But my attention was quickly diverted away from him and towards the man walking in the door, Axl Rose. But 


what in the hell was he? | wasn't sure, but | sure liked his bare chest. The pants he wore were very baggy..or 
not really baggy.more fluffy. And he had on these weird slippers with a curled toe. He was sipping from a 
bottle of Jack Daniels as he surveyed the dark club. 

| still wanted him. 

Unfortunately he was not alone, some stupid bitch was clinging to his arm. | was betting that she was your 
standard hour-glass shaped, blonde-haired, blue eyed, model. With less brains then her fake tits. But ignoring all 
that, I'd bang her in a second. 


The bitch and his girl walked passed me to greet Duff and Izzy without stopping. Axl turned his head to give 
me a slight smirk, but that was it. Oh, well, Fuck him. 


| went off to find Junior, not that hard considering he was the only schoolboy aroundAs | did | heard Axl's 


voice shout,"For the last time, Slash I'm a genie! You know.. a genie of the bottlel...Yes, a jack daniels bottle!" 


When | found Junior | realized he was talking to someone, someone with a huge fur coat, flashy jewelry, three 


girls, and a huge-a purple hat. Tommy Lee, the pimp. What a surprise! 
But | never saw the Crue come in? 


Tommy wasn't alone because someone was standing behind him dressed as the Grim Reaper complete with a 


sickle. Mick, no doubt. 

Junior finally noticed me, "Hey, Dave! Here have a drink." He pushed a cup of red liquid in my hand. 
"| don't drink punch!" 

‘Its not punch, just try it. Tommy gave it to me." 


| cautiously took a sip, then seeing it wasn't poisonous downed the entire thing. Shit, Junior was right! Sure 


wasn't punch. It was strong whatever it was. 
"Got some more?" | asked after | had finished. 


Tommy nodded. "Yeah dude, it's on the table over there." He pointed to a table set up by the stage. "Nikki's 


over there too, man..he's waiting for you." 
"Why is he waiting for me?" | was pretty sure | hadn't heard Tommy right. 


"What?" 


"I said ‘Why is he waiting for me?" 


"Who's waiting for you?" the pimp said, looking genuinely confused. 


But now | was getting mad. "What the fuck?! You just said Nikki was waiting for me over there?" | gestured 
toward the ‘punch’ table. 


Tommy's brow furrowed in concentration, "He is? | did? l'm sorry, bro, but ya musta misunderstood me or 


something. Maybe | said something else, like.- 

"Forget it!" | snapped. "Doesn't matter!" 

"Ok, dude but Nikki's over there." 

| looked to where the drummer was pointing then | had to do a double take. An angel was standing over there. 
No, an angel really was! He had on a long, flowing, pure white robe that practically sparkled when he moved. A 
gold cord was girded around his hips and huge feathery wings protruded from his back. The long black hair was 
still in his face, but that never hid the dangerous glitter of those dark eyes. Standing next to the angel was a 
devil. Vince Neil, in all his glory. Hot red leather pants, red boots, bare chest, and small little demon horns 
protruding from his platinum blond head. Now | think | had seen everything. 


Nikki looked in my direction and when our eyes met | could remember...nothing..| had forgotten already. 


Someone roughly grabbed my arm and squeezed tight. "Dave," Junior whispered urgently. "Don't make a big deal 
out of it, but look slowly towards the door.” 


| did and oh, shit! 
Fuckin’ James. And not just him, Lars and Kirk were here too. 


| have to be calm about it. And not walk over there and make an ass out of myself. Just ignore them. Just 


have to keep my mouth shut. But you know | never ever do. 


| marched over to James. "Just who the fuck are you suppose to be, Peter Pan?" | laughed. And he really did 


"No," James answered his voice low. "l'm Robin Hood" 


| couldn't help myself | started laughing. Robin Hood? What the fuck? | paused in my laughter to glance at Lars. 


"And who are you? His merry man?" 


Lars didn't answer me. He just looked shocked. Guess he was. 


| ignored Kirk, he was like a magician or a vampire or something like that. Whatever, | didn't care. 
| turned and walked away, me being a complete ass was accomplished. 
Rikki had walked on the stage, a microphone in hand. "Alright now that everybody's here. Let the party start!" 


| looked over the club. A handful of rockers and four girls? What kind of party was this? 


My Last Words 
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"I just love the fact that we're matching! | think its so cute, you know? With me, the Arabian Princess and 
you, my sexy genieAnd | look like that lady from.whats that show.you know the one with the genie? Anyways, | 
love my outfit! Do you like my outfit, baby?" 


"Shut the fuck up, Jamie!" 
"But Axl-baby." 


"Just shut the fuck up!" | shouted, causing her to blink in bewilderment. Hot Damn! On and on she went like 
fuckin’ broken record! | shouldn't have brought her to this party, we had just arrived and already she was 
irritating me. She drives me crazy all the time but this was a new record. So why did | bother keeping her 
around? Well for one; she was absolutely beautiful, no smarter then a fuckin’ rodent but drop dead gorgeous. 
Two, she allowed me to do whatever | wanted, any position | asked for we did. | could ask her to take a crap in 
a fuckin’ kitty box and she probably would. Hey..that's not a bad idea. And three? Well, number three was 
standing a couple feet away from me. And every time | would stick my hand up Jamie's shirt or give her little 
kisses, a certain someone would watch. Jealous, Slash? That will teach you not to bang chicks on my bed! But 


that wasn't the only reason | was mad at him, though. The fucker had bit me. He bit me! And not just a soft 


a chunk of flesh out of my back. So, of course | was pissed What is he, a fuckin’ animal now? And he had the 
balls to say that he had no idea why he ever did it. He kept apologizing and saying he couldn't help it. Fuck that, 


| could get some sort a fuckin’ disease because of him, the rat bastard. 


"Axl, sweetie," Jamie whined. "You never answered my question, you like my costume don't you? | mean l'm 


wearing it for you. You have to like it." 


| really want to kill her. But instead | reach towards her grabbing her hips pulling her close to me. | slide one 
hand up the back of her shirt, feeling the warm smooth skin With the other hand | run my fingers through 
her silky blonde hair. All the while gauging the reaction of my lead guitarist. The murderous glares l'm getting 
almost perfect. | swear | actually heard him growl as | pulled Jamie's hair back and started lightly kissing her 
neck. "Of course | love it, honey," | murmured into her ear. Soft enough to be believable but loud enough for 


him to hear. 


Slash abruptly turned to Duff who was talking to a cop. A cop? No, not a cop, someone familiar. Poison? Poison 


is here? The cop is none other then the lame-ass band's drummer Rikki Rockett. | didn't hate Rikki, hated his 
band, but the guys in it were ok. 


Standing right beside the drummer was his lead singer, Brett Michaels. Who was dressed as an inmate, but | 
never had seen an inmate with purple lipstick, eye-liner, and three foot high teased hair. But what was 
disturbing was the fact that Brett was handcuffed to Rikki. 

"Izzy again?" Rikki was asking, he paused to give the bartender his drink order 

"I told you already, man," Duff grinned giving Izzy a good yank with the rope. "He's my fuckin’ steed man!" 
Izzy rolled his eyes. "No, Duff. I'm a steer." 


"What's the difference?” Duff asked innocently. 


| could hear Izzy sigh from where | was. "Never mind, | guess it doesn't matter. Steer, Steed, whatever you 


want to call me is fine." 


Shit! There was Mustaine. Who was he talking to? Junior and Tommy Lee. He still wanted me, i could tell but he 
wasn't going to make me his bitch this time. Axl Rose is no fuckin’ bottom boy! 


This was a fuckin’ lousy party? Where was everybody? Just rockstars? The Cathouse was usually packed but 
tonight for Halloween it seemed so different, there was almost a tension in the air. But maybe it was just my 
And | didn't like the way Nikki was staring at me. What the hell was up with him? He was eyeing me like a slab 


of meat. And every few minutes Vince would whisper something nervously in his ear. 


Rikki Ractman was on the stage again, microphone in hand. "Ok, now what would a party be without some 
games, right?" he shouted exitedley. 


"Nol" Duff answered back. "We want more booze!" 


Rikki laughed. "That's coming, we got plenty don't worry. But like | was saying we're now going to start the 


games." 
| don't play games, | don't want to bob for fuckin’ apples and shit. 
"And," Rikki paused exchanging a glance with someone, who | think was Nikki. "Our first game is in honor of a 


band called Megadeth." He glanced over to Mustaine who was shaking his head in confusion. "But this is a man's 


game so if all the ladies will please hang out in the back we have a special treat for you there. So, our first 


Russian Roulette? | suddenly got a very bad feeling about this....... 


The game begins 
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We were now sitting in a circle, right next to the stage. Junior was to my right and Lars to my left. How | 
ended up with Lars right next to me | didn't know, | took it as cruel fate. Kirk was next to Lars and James next 
to Kirk, awfully close they were. Like they were inseparable or something. Junior was talking to Duff who was 
seated beside Izzy. Unfortunately, Izzy was right by Junior so the latter kept leaning over him to talk to fellow 
bassist poor Izzy was being pushed out of the circle. On the other side of James were the Crue and then Rikki 
Ractman. And next to Duff were the Poison brats and then Axl and Slash. 


Ractman was holding trying to quiet everybody, but to no avail. Only the motley boys were silent, save of 
course Tommy who was busy yapping to Kirk about something. Nikki watched Rikki's every move with a 
calculating intensity. Vince looked real nervous, his hazel eyes wide with...fear? And Mick was hunched over 


silently. | had spent lots of time with the Crue, but why tonight were they making me nervous? 

"Alright, everyone shut the hell up!" Ractman shouted above the noise. "Let's play this already!" 

It took a couple of minutes but then the room became silent. Ah, Russian Roulette. | had always been intrigued 
by the game. It was all about courage, honor, and fate. Two of which | knew | had plenty of and one of which 
seemed to like to play tricks on me. But | realized we couldn't really play the game, no one was really going to 
die. This was just some dumb Halloween game, in a way | was almost sad. 

Rikki pulled out a handgun from his jacket, holding it out for everyone to see. "Ok, you know how it goes. 
There's one bullet in here, we pass the gun around till it goes off and that person loses, right? Then I'll reload 
it and we play again until only one person is left and thats the winner." 


"Does the winner get anything?" Lars asked. 


"Yeah, but seeming as your one of Robin Hood's merry men you should do what's right and give it to the poor 
or something." | said, why can't | keep my mouth shut. 


Lars nodded. "Makes sense. You can have my prize Dave." 
| had my hands around his throat before it even registered. "You little prick!" | screamed. "I'll kill you!" 


Junior and Rikki immediately ran over to pry my hands loose from the drummer's neck | was seething as | sat 
down, Junior rubbed my shoulders soothingly. 


Rikki returned to his seat by Slash. "Ok, now then. Let's begin! l'Il go first” 
Without any fear he held the gun up to his head and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened. He grinned at us all. 
"Well, | guess I'm safe for this round, your turn Slash." 


Slash took the cigarette out of his mouth and handed it to Axl. Then the dark haired guitarist calmly rested 
the gun against his head. Giving his lead singer a sly grin he gave the trigger a squeeze, and once again nothing. 
He retrieved his cigarette and tossed Axl the gun. 


Axl stared at it dubiously before bringing it up to his head, everyone watched with baited breath. Well, not me 
| started to find the game boring. | heard the click of the trigger and then a sigh from Axl. | was starting to 
think that the gun would never go off. 


Brett Michaels was next. With a grin he held the gun to his head and pulled the trigger. And half of his head 
blew off. 


"HOLY FUCK!" Axl cried as blood splashed all over him. 
Brett laid there, his eyes open and lifeless, bits of bone brain and blood covered Axl and the floor. 
It was dead silent for about a minute. Nobody moved, nobody even breathed. And then panic set in 


Oh..hell," Lars gagged turning away and puking on the floor. James and Kirk had stood up and looked away. Duff 


looked like he was about to cry and Izzy's eyes were glazed over. 


Axl was practically sitting in Slash's lap, his face pale and green eyes the size of saucers. Slash had dropped his 
cigarette and was just staring, open mouthed at the dead Michaels. And indeed, he was very much dead. 


Axl looked at Rikki Ractman who had covered his face with his hands and was muttering incoherently to 
himself. "Oh My God!" Axl screeched. "You killed Brett!" 


"You Bastard!" And with that Rikki Rockett came charging towards Ractman, his eyes blazing. Duff and Izzy 
quickly grabbed him before anything could happen. And Poison's drummer started sobbing into Duff's chest. 


‘It was just supposed to be caps and smoke." Ractman mumbled. "There were no real bullets, no real bullets, no 


real bullets." 


| turned to look at Motley Crue. Tommy looked grim, and where the hell was Mick? The devil dressed Vince was 
looking up to the sky and was whispering something. Vince, praying? Nikki's eyes glittered as he surveyed the 


scene, his gaze rested on me and | swear | saw him grin. 


Someone wrapped their arms around my waist and | turned my head to see Junior, his face buried against my 
back. "I don't want to look," he moaned, he looked up, his eyes filling with tears. "Dave, make it go away, please?" 
| awkwardly reached my arm around to pat him consolingly. But | didn't know what to say to him. | felt 


indifferent to the whole thing, like | was unattached. This was all some crazy dream and I'd wake up sooner or 


later. 

"What the fuck, Slash!?" Axl yelped and sprung out of his guitarists lap. "Are you fuckin’ crazy? You sick fuck! 
Slash licked his lips and dropped his head quickly so that his hair covered his face but not before | noticed that 
his mouth was smeared bright red. It was Blood. Brett's blood that had been splattered all over Axl. 

Holy Shit. 


Nikki had stood up now and was whispering something in the Cathouse owner's name. Rikki instantly 
straightened up and wiped away his tears. 


"Letts move the games to the back room," Nikki smiled. "C'mon." 


"What about Brett?" Duff asked, as he tried unsuccessfully to free himself from Rikki Rocket's grip. "We can't 


just leave him there! We have to call the ambulance, and the police, and ‘Il! | mean, he's fuckin’ dead!" 


"Yeah, it is rather sad," Nikki answered, no emotion in his voice whatsoever. "But someone will take care of it 


soon. Now lets go." 
"C'mon, you cowards let's finish playing!" Surprisingly | heard my own voice yell that. 


Slash started to get up, and everyone else soon followed as Nikki led them to one of the back rooms. Everyone, 


except for James who stared at me like | had lost my mind. Maybe | had... 


The True Slash 


The True Slash 
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| should have been upset, | should have been alarmed but | wasn't. | was just massively horny. Someone was 
dead but | could care less, | just wanted to fuck the man in front of me. But no, he was pissed at me. | had 
apologized! | was really sorry! | didn't know why the hell | had bit him. | don't even remember biting him! Seeing 
the look of pain on his face, feeling the blood in my mouth, tasting him. More intimate then any spit swapping, 
tasting Axl's life on my lips... 


Fuck, | think something was really wrong with me. 


And then just now, licking the blood off Axl's face, but it wasn't his blood, didn't taste like him. It was Brett's. | 
don't know why | had done that either. It smelled so good and it was still warm, still fresh. It was sweet and | 


wanted more, wondered what it would feel like to rip into him, taste his flesh. 
What the hell?! 


The look on Axl's face had snapped me back to reality. He appeared genuinely frightened of me, but | could 
offer no explanation. | mean, | always liked it rough, but not like this. Never like this. And now he wouldn't even 
make eye contact with me. He was talking to Izzy as we all made our way to one of the backrooms. We passed 
the girls and | saw Axl's latest slut, Jamie. | shouldn't have been jealous, but | couldn't help it. 


Jamie saw us and waved, she ran over to snuggle close to Axl, and to my surprise he pushed her away. | felt 


a tiny bit of triumph, but | quickly squashed it remembering that | was still the target of Axl's fury. 


The blonde bitch pouted, that is until Dave Mustaine passed her. Then she flashed him her most dazzling smile, 
which he half-heartedly returned. She leaned in to whisper something and he nodded. | watched as both of 
them shrank back and walked away. Well, that was killing two birds with one stone. Now Jamie wouldn't have 
her paws all over Axl and | wouldn't have to watch Dave practically salivate at the mouth over him. And Axl 
thought he was so clever, like | didn't know what was going down, or rather who was going down Sure, Axl you 


just learned those tricks on your own, right? Hal You ain't that fuckin’ creativel Not that | was going too 
wasn't gonna complain. 


We all managed to squeeze into one of the little private rooms, just barely though. Kirk was practically sitting 
on my lap, and Tommy's ass was in my face. | looked around, wasn't Nikki just here? Where did he all the 


sudden disappear to? Mick was back though, damn, you'd think that it was Motley runnin’ the party instead of 
Rikki. 


They were really creepin’ me out, and Nikki and | were usually tight. But tonight he was like a whole different 
didn't know what it was, sounded ancient though, Latin or Greek or maybe even Japanese? 


Motherfucker, | was itchy! | was absently scratching my arms but then my legs started to become irritated 
too. My gums hurt. Man, | was falling apart 


Rikki Ractman had started speaking again. "I'm sorry about what happened. It was a complete accident. But don't 
worry everything will be cleared up shortly." An unusual grin snaked its way across his face. "You'll all be 
perfectly fine.” 

| itched my back. 


"But for now, who wants to play another round? I'll even put the caps in right in front of you." Rikki looked 


around but no one spoke. "C'mon who's going to be the next victim, huh?" 


"That's not even funny, Rikki," James snarled from where he was standing in the back. "Tell us what the fuck is 


going on, right now!" 


Man, my mouth really hurt! | noticed Kirk was scratching the back of his neck. 
"| don't want to know soon, tell me now!" 
"Yeah," Lars piped up. "This is fucked up! Brett is dead, and you act like its no big deall" 


| felt a tightening down in my loins. Fuck, now | had a hard on? What was the matter with me? In addition to 
my new errection | also felt heaviness in my stomach, not nausea, something else. Almost like hunger...but not 
quite. | think it was safe to say | was seriously fucked up! My body burned from the itching, like | was on fire. 


And every couple of seconds, chills would run up my spine. 

| had to leave. 

| got up, knocking Tommy out of the way and stumbling towards the open door, | needed to get to the 
bathroom or just anyplace that was away. | stepped on Izzy and tripped over Rikki Rockett but didn't have time 
to stop. | was burning up, my ears were ringing, and my insides felt as if they were mutating and shifting. Not 
a good feeling! 


| full on ran towards the bathroom and burst through the door. 


Fuckin’ helll" | cried as | saw my reflection. It was unreal! | was hunched way over, my body was slowly being 
covered with a mass of dark hair..no, not hair...fur! My fingernails elongated into vicious claws and my ears 


were bigger and the tips narrowed into a point. 
"Slash?" someone called from outside the bathroom, | think it was Duff. "You all right, in there?" 


"Rrrressss," | tried to answer, but my mouth was slowly jutting out into a muzzle and | could feel my gums 


itch as they made room for enormous fangs. 


| fell on all fours and was unable to see the nightmare | had become, half man and half beast. | think | was a 


werewolf! 


| could hear voices from outside, | now had awesome hearing, hell, | could even smell them. Duff, Axl, and 


Izzy...my friends......out | was hungry.. 

And that's when the beasts brain set in. 

‘lm going in," Duff was saying, "He looked really sick, man What if he's puking right now?" 
"Fine, go ahead," Axl muttered. "See if the bastard is all right." 


My lips curled across my canines in a cruel snarl. Won't they be surprised! Yes, open the door, Duff. | can 


taste you now. 


The door opened but it wasn't Duff, it was Axl. The hunger instantly vanished, this wasn't food. It was still 
prey but a different kind. | knew this one. The smell was faint but touches of it stirred up memories in my 


wolf mind. Yes, it was more then prey..... It was my mate..... 


So Sticky Sweet 
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Her kisses were soft on my neck and lips, just barely there at all. While | was practically pillaging her body. Her 


perfume, intoxicating and her smooth skin tasting sweeter then any candy. 

She giggled as | reached my hand up her shirt, feeling the lacy bra and the prizes that it held. She clung to me 
and her nails gently scratched my back as she tried to lift my shirt up. But then she realized it was buttoned 
up, stupid bitch. Was | gonna fuck her here and now? You bet! Funny thing was | didn't even remember how | 


got in this situation | remember her whispering something, a voice melodic and soft. Did | even answer her? | 


wasn't sure. But now Jamie was all mine, at least for the moment. 


She kissed my stomach and my chest. The bulge in my pants growing bigger by the second. With one delicate 


hand she reached out to massage it. 

"Mmmm, | like you," Jamie purred. "Do you fuck like a rockstar?" 

"Of course. Even better." 

She led me back by those dark cages, where no one would be able to see. She chose one and pulled me in. It 
was probably the biggest and with the black cloth covering the bars making it almost impossible to see. | could 
barely make out her shape as she squeezed out of her shirt. She must have taken her bra off to because the 
next thing | new my hands had magically found her breasts. And what tits she had! They may have been fake 
but they were big, full, and absolutely maddening to fondle. | was immersing myself between them, nipping and 
kissing and causing her breath to catch in her throat. My errection straining against my pants. 

"Hey....do.me a favor." she whispered. ".Oh.please?" 

| nodded, not caring if she saw me, | was sucking them now. 

"Dave...there.are handcuffs.over there." 


| grinned. "You like that bondage shit, huh? Ok, I'll tie you up." 


"Well. Actually," she paused and let out a moan as | bit her a little harder. "l.l wanted to tie you up." 


| lifted my head up. "What?" 
‘C'mon. Just this once” 

"| dont do that" 

"Please?" she pleaded 


| was about to say no again, tell her to find some other submissive bastard to fuck Because Dave Mustaine 


was in control, | was always in controll "Ok, go get them." 


Jamie laughed and walked over to the side of the cage to retrieve the handcuffs. Two of them. "Lay down," she 


ordered. 


| obeyed. She then slapped on of them on my wrist and attached it to a bar of the cage. She repeated the 


same action with the other. She stood over me and giggled. "You're so cute, you know that?" 

| was completely helpless. | wondered if she had the keys. "Jamie, do you know how to unlock them?" 
She knelt down and started to undo my pants. 

"Jamie! Fuckin’ answer mel" 

She slowly worked them down my hips and my legs till they were completely off. 


"Can you unlock these?!" 


Jamie merely smiled 
"You fuckin’ cunt!" | screamed in frustration 

Now she started working on my boxers and | was helpless to stop her. 

"No! Unlock me now!" | surprised the whole club didn't hear me. 

Her eyes twinkled in the dim light. "Oh my Gawd, you're such a baby. Here let me get something to make you 
feel better." Jamie turned and grabbed a strip of cloth that had been lying on the ground. "Here you go!" She 


started to put it around my eyes but | struggled against her, twisting my head around. But then the bitch 
finally managed to blindfold me! Blindfold mel! If the roles were switched | would have probably found all this 


| could hear Jamie giggling from above me. "Awwww, you're so precious!" 


Precious? After she just handcuffed me? Something didn't add up. 
"Jamie, |." | trailed off when something started tickling my chest. "What?...What are you doing?" 


Whatever the thing was that was tickling me skimmed down to my stomach. It made me squirm in spite of 


myself. 


The tickling made its way slowly down my lower abdomen, then it skipped over my dick and went to work on 


my inner thigh. 
Fuck, | almost giggled. 


Then the tickling sensation went away and | breathed a sigh of relief...that is until a sharp pain caught me on 


my chest. 

"Ow! Jesus! What the hell are you doing, Jamie?" 

| heard her laugh, but she said nothing. The pain of something digging into me...a knife? Psycho S€M bitch! The 
knife or whatever it was disappeared and the tickling object returned... was pretty sure it was a feather. The 
feather traced itself along the wound on my chest and then back to my thigh. After a few minutes the 
feather was taken away and | felt the knife cut my stomach. | was pretty sure | was bleeding but it didn't 
hurt, that much. 


It was a mix of pleasure and pain. Feather, knife, feather, knife, feather, knife. | had no idea when one stated 


and the other began. 

And then | felt the lips around my cock and my hips bucked all by myself. 

"Fuck, Jamie, you're good," | said, my voice becoming low and raspy. Thick with desire. 

Jamie didn't answer. The feather returned and this time it danced around my balls, causing me to shiver over 
and over again. Then | felt a finger slide across my ahole. An animalistic growl escaped my lips. Goddamn, Axl's 
bitch was kinky! 

another finger slid across my hole, only this time it lingered longer and dipped in 

It was then | realized it probably wasn't Jamie. 


"Who the fuck are you?" | shouted, 


The finger entered me and my breath left my lungs in a quick gasp. It explored me as the person lifted my 


hips higher. Another finger joined the first one. 
| think | was about to get fucked. 


| hoped it was James......no | didn't, | wanted it to be Ay.....no, on second thought | didn't want to get fucked! 


Someone was positioning themselves between my legs, but who? Weren't they all in one of the backrooms? 
Who saw me leave? It couldn't be... 

"Motherfucker!" | screamed at the top of my lungs. Someone's dick was in me! No warning, no nothing! | 
writhed, straining to get away but handcuffs and strong arms held me down. Then | was being pushed into, 
filled almost completely. My head slamming against the metal bars of my cage. Then the person pulled almost 
out and thrust back in, my head meeting the bars again. 


| tried to twist away but that only allowed the person deeper access. | let out a low snarl that ended in a 
moan. He was thrusting harder now, and every time my head would bash against the bars, dizzying me. Fuck, | 


was so close to coming. My cock throbbed and | couldn't even move my hands to help myself along. 


The guy apparently was a mind reader because a rough hand found my dick. | practically howled as | felt my 


seed explode all over my stomach and chest. 


| was so dizzy | didn’t even realize when the guy came or even when he pulled out. My head hurt, my wrist 


hurt, and now my fuckin’ ass hurt! 

| felt a hand go around my head and the knot to my blindfold being undone. 
Now it was time to face just who had made me their bitch. 

Dark eyes sparkled 


"Holy Shit..Nikki?!" 
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A millennium, that's how long | have to remember.everything. It's how long | have to stop Sixx. Its the time | 
have to truly be myself. But a millennium in mortal's time is only three days. 


| have never stopped him before, so why now? If | had, | wouldn't be here. I'll never stop him, | can't. | won't. So 


I'm punished, forced to be a mortal, live in their world. 
| hate it. 


But for three days | become myself, maybe not in body, but in mind and spirit. And | remember all the choices 


| made up to this point, to where | was damned. 

| don't regret anything. 

He also is allowed to become his true self. My rightful adversary, the one I've been sent to destroy. But he 
will live, he always does. And my soul slips further and further into the abyss, into hell. Both the actual one 


and the one he has created for me. | torture myself, and for what? For nothing! | get absolutely nothing in 
return except a full shot of pain. One more addicting and harmful then anything else my mortal's body has felt. 


| remember only some of what happens during those times when | am gone and Vince is there. They have an 


unusual bond, Nikki and Vince do. The fine line between love and hate, a dirty blur. 

| should kill him..... 

The hell hounds are gathering now. Izzy, Kirk, Tommy, with Slash as their leader. Ah yes, Sixx's vicious little 
pets. The werewolves have trapped the only two real mortals here, Lars and Rikki Rockett. | should feel bad for 


them, | should save them. 


"Vince! C'mon, man! We gotta do something, | think Slash wants to eat Lars!" Duff shouted to me, breaking me 


out of my train of thought. Michael McKagan, another one like me, sent to guard the reincarnations of demons. 
He is as tainted as | am. 

"Slash, Nol..uh..bad doggy!" he yelled trying to grab a snarling hell hound before he managed to get his teeth on 
Stop attacking Rikki!" 


| can hear them. And it burns, burns more then hell's flames. He cant have Dave. If he does, | won't be able to 


subdue him even if | wanted too. Mephisto, Sixx's second-in-command. Checkmate. 
If Sixx gets him... 
But he can't...Because something is missing. 


When Mephisto was punished he was separated, two halves of one whole demon. | have to get the missing 


piece before Sixx does. 


| have to get James. 
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| was losing interest. My prey had given up without much of a fight at all. He had fainted before my teeth had 
gotten anywhere near his flesh. Too bad. The hunt was always better then the prize. The other one, Rikki was 


reduced to a sniveling mess cowering on the floor. Standing over him were my all to gleeful comrades Izzy and 


Ah, The Master. It was he who was responsible for are sad shape, reduced to live in the mortals world, to 
never hunt or kill again. But tonight he had found a way to free us, at least for a little while. The Master had 
a plan, reunite the dark forces, to reclaim what was ours, to kill whoever was too weak to remember the old 


ways. Brett had been too weak, he had failed The Master's test. 


My senses honed in on something | hadn't smelled in a long time, Mephisto. The faint traces of him mixed in 
with The Master's scent. So the plan was working. 


| glanced over at The Enemy. He was leaning up against the wall watching as Izzy and Kirk began fighting each 


other. | smelled fear, anger, and something close to sorrow on him. He knew Mephisto was going to return 
_Guard Him_ , The Master had said. He cannot interfere.— 


But | wanted to find my Axl. He had run away from me. | wanted to see him, be near him, to be with him. But 
The Master had commanded... 


The Master can go fuck himself. I'm finding my lover. 
| turned to leave, | could smell my Axl, he wasn't far. 


-Where Are You Going?_ Kirk called out, stopping in his assault on Izzy's left flank. Izzy retaliated by using his 


paw to smack Kirk straight across the muzzle. 
I'll be Back. Watch the Enemy._ 


| left quickly before | could be questioned any further but not before | caught Izzy's disdainful snarl. What the 
hell? Hal Like | didn't know just who had corrupted the angel, Michael. 


With another quick check towards The Enemy | trotted out. | didn't think The Enemy was a big threat, he was 
too worn out from being in the mortal's world too long. It's a lot harder for an angel to survive then a demon. 
Humans are more like us. And angels have to keep their purity, but The Enemy had none left. | didn't 
understand why The Master didn’t just go ahead and kill him, he was weak and he was foolish. It shouldn't be 
any trouble, so why hadn't he done it all ready? 

Oh Well, wasn't my problem. 


| locked in on my Axl's scent and followed it out of the backroom and towards the bar. | ignored the sounds 
and smells coming from the cages, The Master and Mephisto. 


At least it wasn't my Axl. 


That was the only time | had foolishly attacked The Master, when | found him intertwined with my lover, my 
mate.My Axl. | had lost the fight but it never happened again. 


Mephisto had tried a couple of times, but | had claimed what was mine and he backed down. Instead he took a 


liking to my lieutenant, Kirk. That was fine, shameful on his part, but fine as long as it wasn't my lover. 

| heard whispering as | got closer to the bar. So my Axl wasn't alone, someone else was with him. | sniffed the 
air, the sorcerer, Junior. | growled deep in my throat, he was not allowed to be near my Axl. | don't care if he 
was close to Mephisto and The Master, no one goes near my Axl! 

They were behind the bar counter. So | quickly leaped over it, nearly landing on top Junior. 


Serves him right. 


| looked joyfully towards my lover, or rather the mortal who kept my mate trapped inside. He was staring at 


me, green eyes wide with fright, the delicate bottom lip trembling. He was so scared of me. 
"Get away," he hissed. "| don't know what you are or what you did with Slash, but just leave me the hell alone!" 


| whined cocking my head at him. He wasn't suppose to be frightened of me, | was his pet, | was his very own. | 


wanted my Axl! 


He pulled his knees close to his chest, his breathing ragged. | looked over at Junior who watched me with 
interest. That wasn't fair! The sorcerer has been summoned, but not my lover?! 


But Junior could, he had the power. | glanced at my Axl then looked back at him, snarling. He got the message 
but shook his head. 


-Sixx has not given the order for him yet, the sorcerer replied in my mind. _Just be patient. 


| barred my teeth, my fur bristled, ready to attack. l'd give him the order! 


But the terrified look on my Axl's face stopped me cold. So instead | dropped to my stomach, my tail curling 


beneath my hind legs and began crawling towards him. 
"No, Get away!" he screeched, his arms flailing trying to melt deeper into the corner of the bar counter. 
| whined again, lowering my head, completely submissive to him. 


When | reached him, | changed slowly into my demon form. It closely resembled my mortal body only | still had 


fangs and pointed ears. 
"Slash?" My Axl whispered, relaxing ever so slightly. "It really is you?" 


"Of course," my voice was raspy, but understandable. As demons my Axl and | had always used telepathy, but 
My Axl was still mortal and | didn't want to frighten him anymore then he already was. 


"What the fuck is going on? You're... You're..a..” 

"A werewolf? A hell hound?" My gravelly laugh made him jump." Yes, | know." 

"How?" 

| inched closer, still on my stomach, and placed my head on his lap. "It doesn't matter. Just know | missed you.” 
"What are you talking about, Slash? Just tell me what the hell is going on around here?!" 


| inched further onto his lap, so the entire front part of my body rested against his chest. | could smell him 
so clearly, both the human and the demon. 


| loved them both. 


What are you doing? Junior snapped at me. You're suppose to be watching the angels, Not getting cozy with 
Rose! Do your job! 


| turned my head to glare at him. Fuck you! Izzy and Kirk can watch The Enemy by themselves, they don't 
need my help. 
-When Sixx hears of this, Slash. He won't be very happy.— 


| was about to get up and kill the annoying little sorcerer but then..sudden bliss! My Axl began to stroke my 


fur...or rather. hair. And it was the best thing | had felt in millenniums. It carried me back to old times when | 
was by his side everywhere he went. We were inseparable. And even now that we've been punished our human 
bodies still found each other. Forever connected we are. 


But happiness was short lived because | heard a voice that shook my very soul. The Master! 


Someone stop him! He's going after James!! He cannot get him before | doll Slash, do your job now, Before | 
send you to the abyss where you belong}!_ 


Highway to Hell 
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| had enough. 

This was some sick joke or something. Werewolves? Russian Roulette? And now we were going to bob for 
apples? Brett was dead, for Christ's sake, | had seen it with my own eyes! And where the hell was Sixx and 


Mustaine? They went and disappeared somewhere. 


| started over to Rikki Ractman. If anyone knew what was going on it was him. He had been way to calm when 


three people all of the sudden transformed into wolves. That wasn't normal. | had damn near pissed my pants. 


hyper, talkative, and shit. He had scarcely said a word. The only one that seemed his normal self was Tommy. 
But even he didn't act surprised at all to find that certain rock stars had become hairy beasts. 


Speaking of which, Kirk and Izzy, or at least | think it was Kirk, had been way too eager in attacking Lars. Duff 


saved him just in time. 

Sweet Kirk... A ravenous killing machine. 

| reached Rikki and roughly grabbed him by his shirt. He looked at me, fear in his eyes, his boy shaking slightly. 
"Tell me what the fuck is going on? This shit is not funny, Rikki!" 


He tried to pull away, but | held him fast. "I don't know anything, it's all just fun. Calm down, James, have a 
drink Let's bob for some apples, ok? Let me go?" 


| glared at him. "I'm not stupid! Where is Dave, huh?..and..Where is Nikki?" 


A smirk appeared across Rikki's face. "So concerned, are we? They'll be back. The priest and angel didn't go far.” 
This was all too confusing. But before | could say more, | felt a hand grip my shoulder. 


| whirled around, letting go of Rikki. It was Vince. 
His face was drawn tight. "Come on, we have to go," he said quickly. 
"What are you talking about?" 


"IIl explain on the way, but we have to get out of here. You have to hide." 


"Vince, what are you on?" | shook my head. "This joke has gone on way too long, it's really not funny.” 


The red leathered Vince didn't answer, instead he grabbed my arm, and with more force then | thought he 
had, dragged me out of the backroom. 


"We have to hide you," he hissed, nervously glancing towards the area where the cages were kept. | strained 


my eyes but make anything out in the dark 

"What the fuck is going on? Just tell me” 

Vince rubbed his forehead and sighed. "You wouldn't believe me if | did” 
T 

The blonde singer pushed me towards the stage, without a word. 
"Damnit Vince, just say iH!" | growled. 


We had reached the bottom of the stage. Vince glanced around, searching for something. "Fine I'll tell you but 


please, just go in there." He pinted towards a small door. 
“That's a closet." 
"I know just get in," he again eyed the cages, seeing something | could not. "Hurry up." 


"Alright," | agreed only because | wanted some answers. This whole party had a bad vibe. The sooner it was 


over the better. 


| opened the door and switched on the light. A broom closet, The musty smell hitting my nostrils. It wasn't 
very big but | could fit. 


Vince came up behind me and shoved me in. | tripped over a bucket and fell against the wall, stubbing my toe 


in the process. 


"| don't want him to find us," he said quietly, squeezing himself beside me and shutting the door. He turned off 
the light, leaving only the dim lights of the club and the moonlight from the small window above me. 


Warning bells sounded in my head. 
"Hey, you said you would explain” 


"You're not going to believe me. But if you insist: 


"| do." 


Another weary sigh escaped from the blonde as he sagged against the wall. | could make out only his figure in 


the dark, but | could feel the heat of his body, he was so close to me. 


"Listen. I'm not Vince Neil, well | mean | am Vince but not right now. I'm really an archangel. I'm here to fight 
and destroy the abomination. The abomination known as Sixx, who currently resides in Nikki's body. Your felow 
bandmate, Kirk, is in league with Sixx, as well as Slash, Izzy, Junior, and Axl. The hell hounds are servants of 
Sixx and are being sent to watch me. But luckily, Their leader has found something better to do. You ae in 
danger, Sixx needs you. You are part of the puzzle he has been trying to piece together. So | had to get you 
first. He used the demon called Puck, or as you call him Rikki, to arrange to get you all here. And now | have 
to stop him." 


| started laughing. It was so absurd! Where did people think of something so ridiculous? "Yeah, you're right | 
don't believe you. But that was some pretty funny shit there, Vince! Didn't think you were into pranks like that. 
Fuck, you sound so serious too! Could have had me, if the whole thing wasn't impossible!" | continued in fits 


laughter, tears practically rolling down my cheeks. 
"Listen James, | don't care whether you believe me. You wanted to know what was going on and | told you." 


| calmed down slightly, "So anyway, where's Dave? How come you didn't mention him?" | chuckled some more, 


"who's side is he on?" 


| could feel Vince draw even closer to me, | could smell the shampoo in his hair and the whiskey on his breath. 


"That's why | have to hide you. Sixx has already gotten to him but | won't allow him to get to you." 


Vince continued on " Mephisto, is an ancient demon. One so bloodthirsty that even Sixx himself found him hard 
to control. The only thing Mephisto cared about as destruction. So when Sixx and his comrades were defeated 
and punished they split Mephisto up, because even as a mortal the demon's desire for blood was too strong. 
Sixx wants Mephisto to return. But he only has one half of him. He needs to reunite the two pieces.” 


"Dave is Mephisto," | whispered. Even if | didn't really believe Vince, it was a good story. "And llim the other 
half?" 


"Yes." 


There was a long pause and a quick intake of breath. "Transfer Power. Sixx is giving the one you call Dave back 


his powers..and... 


| know there was something Vince really wanted to say. "And?" 


James." 
"You're not serious!" 


"Please drop your pants and bend over." 


Runnin’ with the Devil 
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Nikki Sixx had made me his own little bitch. 


| stared into those sparkling black orbs. The eyes, darker then | had ever seen them before, like a black hole 


about to swallow me up. 


was too overwhelming. Anger, excitement, and fear were all running rampant through my body, rendering me 


incoherent. 


"You liked it" It was a statement not a question Nikki's voice seemed different somehow. It was deeper and 


sweeter, almost seductive in tone yet was still laced with barely contained fury. 
Had | liked it? When it all boiled down, yes | did. | liked it a lot. 

But | never wanted it to happen again. Ever. 

"This wasn't the first time." 


"What the hell does that mean? OF course it was the first time! | don't remember any other time being 
handcuffed and fucked senseless. | think | would fuckin’ remember something like that! It's not something easily 
forgotten!" 


Nikki smiled and white fangs gleamed in the pale light. "Not the first time." 
Since when..did..Nikki..have...fangs..and..black..wings...? 
"You're not Nikkil" | shouted. 


The thing calling itself Nikki placed a hand on my bare chest. The nails were black and sharp, almost looked like 
claws. He traced the lines of my cuts up and down, over my chest then down my stomach. Now that the 
blindfold was off | could see that the slices made by the knife were not just for show, but was some kind of 
symbol. 


"You're not Nikki," | said again. "Who the fuck are you?" 


"And you're not Dave Mustaine.” The creature licked his dark purple lips, the leathery wings unfurled to their 
full size. "I am your dark lord and master. | always have been. | am everything you seek. You have been by my 
side since the beginning, and now here shall you be again. My Mephisto..." 

My master? So Nikki was some evil demon? And | was some guy named Mephisto who was his follower? 

| gotta quit taking acid. 

This still doesn't explain why | got fucked up the ass. 


"What do you want from me?" | asked, my voice barely above a whisper. 


Nikki leaned in closer, his face inches from mine. "What do | want? | want you back, Mephisto. | want to win and 


| want to crush all those who oppose us." 
"Where's Jamie? What the hell did you do with her?" 


The demon laughed, surprising me. "Jamie?" it chuckled. "Jamie was just used to lure you. She's a servant of 


mine.” 


"Sorry, Dave," she said, from where she sat in a dark corner. "Master's orders," she smiled at me. "It was 


really hot, though." 
"Jamie!" Nikki growled. "Hold your tongue." 


"But it was! | mean, wow, it was almost as hot as the time | saw Mephisto and Junior go at it in your throne 


room or the time when you and- 
"Jamie!" The Demon roared. "Enough!" 


The blonde fell silent but flashed me a huge smile. It took me a second to realize that before she had said 


something about Junior. 

Junior and Mephisto. 

Me and Junior?! 

It's strange how history repeats itself. 

"Now, Mephisto," Nikki said. "| have given you some of my power, let us go look for the other piece." 


| was growing more and more confused by the minute. Power? Other piece? -Me and Junior? 


"Listen Nikki, or whoever you are. In case you haven't noticed I'm completely nude and still in godamn 


handcuffs! | can't go anywhere unless you free me" 
"Free yourself" 

"Hello? tm in fuckin’ handcuffs! | don't have the key! 

The creature sighed. "Mephisto, | gave you back some of your power, break free from your bondage” 

| thought he was crazy but tugged at the restraints. And to my surprise it broke easily. "Oh. You were right" 


"Of course." Nikki smiled. "Now come on, let us go and search. | fear are time is running out, Gabriel might 


reach him before | do." 


| stood up and rubbed my wrists. | grabbed my discarded pants and threw them on. "Gabriel? You mean like 
the angel?" 


Nikki nodded. | shook my head, Un-fucking-believable! "And who are we looking for?" 


The demon grabbed my sore wrist and dragged me out of the cage, he himself completely naked. Of course 
with five foot wings who would notice such trivial things as Nikki's dick, right? 


"Enough, Mephisto!" he growled. "I tire of your questions." 
He led me towards the room where everyone had gone too earlier. Jamie didn't follow us. 


When we entered | noticed that half of the original quests were gone. James, Slash, Axl, Junior, Vince, Rikki 
Rockett, and Mick were all nowhere to be found. 


But what was really strange was the fact that there were two werewolves, at least they looked like 


werewolves, bobbing for apples. 


One of the werewolves pulled its head out of the barrel something red in its mouth. 
Ok, not apples......a heart, a human heart. 
Jesus Christ! 


Lars and huddled in a corner, | think he was crying. Rikki Ractman and Tommy Lee looked on with disinterest. 


When the demon entered the room it seemed to grow darker, colder, you could practically feel his evil filling up 


the place. 
Rikki and Tommy instantly straightened up, but there heads dropped, as if they were afraid to meet his eyes. 


Izzy, or what appeared to be Izzy, instantly dropped the heart and sank to his stomach, tail between his legs. 
Kirk followed Izzy's lead. 


Nikki surveyed the room, his eyes grew alight with fire. And the room practically burned with his anger. 


"Where is he? Where is Gabriel?" the voice silky, acid practically dripping of his tongue. "He's suppose to be 


here!" 
o one said a word. 
N d d 


The demons clawed hands balled into a fist. "And where is Slash? He was supposed to be watching him! Answer 


me now!" 

Kirk whined deep in his throat. | guess that was an answer but one that | didn't understand. 

"He what?!" Nikki shouted, causing everyone in the room to shake with fear. "And you let him?!" 
He turned and | heard his voice in my head. 


-Someone stop him! He's going after James!! He cannot get him before | dol! Slash, do your job now, Before | 
send you to the abyss where you belong}!_ 


The Whore of Babylon 


The Whore of Babylon 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Just Fiction 


Note: This is an odd chapter.its half flashback and half present.so I'm sorry if its confusing. 


A grunt and the sound of strangled moan. 

Two bodies move as one. 

The climax builds... 

Two figures lay on a bed, strong arms encircle the smaller man and hold him against a heaving chest. 


Silence fills the room, the two lay quietly, their breathing returning to normal. The sun peeks out from the 


window, signaling a new day. 

Bringing new chances, new hopes. 

"Nikki?" the younger man says quietly. 

The dark haired man doesn't reply, only holds him tighter. 

"Will you hold me like this forever?" 

"Forever?" eyes glitter from beneath the mop of hair. "Never let you go, huh?" 


Vince nods against his chest and buries his head, reveling in the taste, smell, and touch of his lover. "Yes, 


Forever, please?" 


"Forever is a long time...” 


Gabriel, was his name, a most beautiful angel. Long golden hair, brown eyes that glowed warmly, a smile that 


dazzled all of the heavenly hosts, and skin that reflected the heavens themselves. 


A powerful angel he was, an archangel. A warrior for the forces of righteousness who knew no defeat, 
together with his brother Michael they were a pair unmatched. The seraphim's and cherubim's always flocked 
around the two, singing their praises. They were protectors of purity and holiness. 


That is until the great war broke out, a battle to end all battles. The fight over the heavens, where Gabriel 


and Michael were cast out of the heavens, shamed and banished. 

Sixx, that ancient evil had plotted for so long. He had tried to rally his troops to victory over the heavenly 
hosts. To rule the heavens, to be it's one true Master. But he had failed. Gabriel had stopped him, fought him 
and won, but not before a single kiss sealed both their fates. 


A single kiss..and Gabriel's broken wings... 


And Sixx's punishment; to live in the mortal's realm. To live and die, then to live and die again. His power, all but 


gone, only three day out of the mortal's year was he allowed to remember, to be his true self. 


His enemy was always watching, knowing his every move. The archangel was punished too, the only way to 
redeem himself would be to kill Sixx. 


But that would never happen. They were forever locked in a stalemate, a deadly game where only they knew 
the rules... 
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It was said that he was beautiful enough to corrupt any angel or demon he turned his devilish charms on. So 
tempting that even the Master of Darkness had taken a go at him. Rumors had it that he had been with 
almost every single demon Sixx had in his ranks. 

Blood red lips, curled in a cruel smile, porcelain skin, silky smooth to the touch. He had fiery red hair to match 
his volatile temper and those eyes, two emeralds that sparkled and brought everyone and anyone to their 
knees. 

Well, unless he wasn't on his already. 


A slut, a whore, a cold blooded killer, a demon, and a lover. 


The dangerous yet charismatic Axl Rose. He knew he was wanted, desired by everyone, from angels to Nikki's 


own right hand demon Mephisto. 


Ah yes, Mephisto..who watched the Babylonian whore wherever he went. Whenever Axl's jealous lover was off 


he would be waiting, waiting to mount the slut. 


But he would have to go through the over protective hell hound, Slash, who had claimed the redheaded slut 
for himself. And Mephisto was powerful and yes sometimes crazy..but he wasn't stupid. To tangle with Slash 
would not be worth it. He would just have to bide his time. 


But meanwhile the blonde sorcerer was a nice piece of ass, and that hell hound Kirk made the most delightful 


sounds... 


*The present..¥ 


| squeezed my eyes shut. Oh, hurry up Gabriell Sixx is coming, he's sending Slash after you! 
My sweet brother, so tainted and destroyed..why are we reduced to this? 
And then | remember as the creature snarls at me..lzzy snarls at me. Those dark eyes give me shivers. 


Impure thoughts..that's why l'm here. Because | want the creature in front of me. Its wrong and l'm punished 


because of it. Same with my brother, worse for him, though. 
He's fallen for the Great Evil One...it can't end well. 
What the hell is he thinking? 


The mortal hugs my legs, he's whimpering, watching as Sixx paces the floor. The rage and hatred flowing from 


him practically burning me. 


The one at my legs shudders against me, "Duff, or whoever you are..can we leave? My god, Kirk ate Rikki! This 
is like a bad dream, right?" 


| pat the mortal called Lars gently, my eyes never leaving Izzy. "I'm afraid it's not a dream, though | wish it 
were so. And as for the poor mortal..well.at least it was a member of Poison, little one. It could have been 
worse.” 

Izzy licks his chops watching Lars hungrily. But I'm in the way so he makes no move. 


Oh, why? Why did | have to fall in love? 


Gabriel, | plead. You have to hurry time is running out... 


The Promise 
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The Promise 


Find Mephisto's other half, you worml_ 


The Master's voice screamed in my head. | crawled in the room on my belly, trying to be submissive. The 


Master was upset. 
That was never good. 


| slunk into the room and whimpered. The Master stood there, eyes burning, wings outstretched, claws 


extended When he saw me, my body trembled 

Find them, Slash! Find them or Ill rip you apart limb by limbl- 

| whined deep in my throat. *No, | won't 

The black eyes narrowed, the temperature of the room increased. —What?!_ 

| was taking a big risk, but | needed to see my Axl. My real Axl. The Master had promised to free us all 
*Master, | want. want my mate..* 

_You.What?!_ 


| whined again, this was suicidal. *Master, you promised me. You swore my mate and | would one day be 
together. Please, Master? Set him free.* 


His anger practically singed my fur. _This is not the time, Slash! Gabriel will take Mephisto's power Find himl_ 
*No.* 


The Master took a step towards me, while the other half of Mephisto watched us with interest. | was gonna 
die, | could feel it. | had just disobeyed the Master, mutinied against the very being that held my life. | was 


foolish and stupid. 
But, | needed my Axl. 
-l should kill you where you stand, Slash. 


| bared my teeth at him and snarled. *Go ahead, if you dare. You'll need me, Master, remember that. Now, 


give me my lover.* 
Find Gabriell_ 
*Give me My Axll* 


We stood bristling at each other for what seemed like an eternity. The Master finally turned away and | heard 
him mutter in my mind. _Fine, tell the sorcerer to set the whore free. But go quickly|_ 


*Thank y- 


Did | ask you to speak?!_ Once again, The Master's voice bellowed in my head. _If the power transfer has 


already been done by the time you find Gabriel, I'll kill you! Count on that!_ 

| nodded and trotted out, trying my best to keep my tail from wagging. 

| hadn't seen my lover in so long. We would be reunited! My Axl would forever be by my side. 
*Sorcerer!® | called as | neared him and my Axl. *Release him!* 

Junior looked surprised. "The Master wants this?" 

*Yes!* 


The hazel eyes gleamed. "Alright, the Whore of Babylon will be set free!" 


The Halo over his Head 


The Halo over his Head 


"I'm out of here!" 


"No!" Vince cried and grabbed my wrist. "You can't we haven't finished the power transfer yet. We must do it 


now before Sixx finds us!" 


| shook his hand away and pulled up my pants. "You know, that has got to be the stupidest pick up line ever. 


Power Transfer? C'mon, man, that's fuckin’ lame." 

"Sixx cannot win," he said softly. "I won't allow it" 

| turned to leave the tiny closet. This was so ridiculous! Angels, demons, werewolves? Must have been some 
booze that | had. It wasn't that | necessarily minded having a go at Vince. Although, there was no way in hell | 
would bottom for the little blonde, ever. Besides, Vince couldn't even keep it up long enough for anything to 
happen. Poor guy looked like a limp noodle. 

"Later, Vince," | called opening the door. 

There was a flash of light and suddenly | was no longer looking at Vince Neil. | was looking at.well, an angel. 

He was bathed in a pale light, that made his golden hair shine even more as they pooled over his shoulders. His 
cheeks were rosy red and his eyes sparkled with an intangible joy. He even had a halo, just like in the myths. 
Only his didn't sit perfectly above his head, it drooped down to the side, sliding over one eye. 


"James," he said, his voice rang out like bells, it was so beautiful to hear. "Stay. You must stay with me." 


"l.l.was just." | trailed off, unable to come up with any coherent sentence. | was much too awed at being in the 


presence of this heavenly creature. 


He laughed and it sent a rush of warm feelings all over me. It was sweet to hear, like music. | wanted to just 


listen to it forever. 
And yet.. 


Something deep inside of me stirred to life. Somewhere deep in subconscious | knew | was suppose to hate him, 
to fight him. He was the enemy, | was Mephisto. | was the most wicked creature to ever be, even more evil 


then my Master, Sixx. Not even he could control me. 


| needed my power. | needed to find my other half. Mephisto would rise again. 


Vince must have noticed something was wrong because he put a hand on my shoulder. "James, we must hurry. 


| fear in my true form Sixx will sense me." 

This angel was too close. | snarled and stepped back, lunging for the door. | had to escape! 

| must find Sixx. 

| ran out of the closet with Vince hot on my heels. Slowly, | started to remember details of my past. Kirk was 
my guitarist.No, he was a hell hound, a soldier of Sixx. Find the mortal Lars, make him our slave.Lars? Lars 
was my best friend.What about Dave? He was my friend, even my lover..No! There is no Dave, there is only 


mel 


Somehow | had turned into a complete mess. | was both demon and human, a horrendous mix of the two. | 


couldn't decipher which thought belonged to who anymore..something was wrong with me.. 

| heard Vince call me again, as | continued to run | needed to find Sixx. | needed to get out of here. 
Escape. Destroy. Run Fight. 

| was running so fast | didn't pay any attention to what was ahead of me and ran right into Junior. 


He was chanting something. As | bumped into him, though, he didn't even stop. He only turned to glare at me. 
Vince had caught up with me and grabbed my waist. | fought back but he was too strong. 


"Shit," he muttered to me. "He's releasing the Whore." 

"What?" 

Vince started to drag me back. "The Whore, Axl. This is bad, very bad. | need to find Michael." 
"Michael?" 

"Duff," he hissed. "| meant Duff." 


| glanced over and saw the werewolf known as Slash sitting on his haunches, his tail happily wagging. "Where's 
Axl?" | asked. "All | see is smoke." 


Vince held me up against him, tightly. "Oh, he's there. Just wait and see. But what ever you do, James, don't 
look him directly in the eyes." 


| peered into the hazy smoke that surrounded the bar. Junior had stopped chanting, he had his arms folded in 
satisfaction. Slash had now transformed into a semi-human state, but he still had that fuckin’ tail. 


"Let's back away," The angel whispered in my ear. "C'mon" 

"No! | want to stay!" 

And then | heard a laugh. It was even more pleasing then the angel's. | wanted it.! wanted him.. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Vince cried, practically picking me up. "We got to move now!" 

The smoke seemed to clear and that's when Axl Rose stepped out. 

The Whore of Babylon No one could resist him, demons, mortals, even angels all fell victim to his sin 

He was extremely pale, the blood gone from those porcelain cheeks. But his lips, they dripped with desire, blood 
red with passion. His hair fell down well past his shoulders and matched the color of that sensual mouth. Every 
fiber of his being oozed with lust and the taste of sex. 

Dave's bassist was also eyeing the newly transformed Axl. | don't think even Vince could tear his eyes away. 
Slash bounded up to Axl and wrapped his arms around him, his tail whipping back and forth madly. Axl's 
Tail.wait, he had a tail? Indeed, he did. It was fluffy and red with a white tip.like a fox. That was it, he was 
some strange sexual version of a fox. 

| was into animals or anything, but.. fuckin’ wanted to nail him, tail or not. 

The werewolf was now licking Axl's face, he growled happily as the fox returned the attention. But even with 
Slash giving the whore all his attention, those emerald eyes still wandered the room. He was always searching, 
always hungry... 

"James, we have to go..now!" 


"But." Before | could finish Vince started hauling me away. He carried me like | weighed practically nothing. 


But before we could get away | heard a sharp yelp and an explosion hit us, almost knocking Vince down. The 
blonde looked fearfully towards the room where Kirk and Lars still werelt had come from there. 


Something else also filled my earslt wasn't laughter, it didn't come from anyone by the bar. 


It was one note, a long mournful note. Like someone or something was crying. It was haunting and beautiful 


and.. 


"Michael!" Vince cried, his eyes wide with terror. "That's Michaell We have to find him!" 
He dragged me towards the source of the sound, the same room where this madness had all began. 
"Stop!" Someone shouted. Junior blocked our way. "The Master wants you, you can't leave." 


| could feel Vince tense up, ready to fight, but then Slash stepped in front of too. He bared his teeth at us. 
They're was no way a fallen angel could beat both of them. 


Vince's eyes filled with tears and his halo slid lower over his face. "Michael, hold on.” 


The Death of a Lover 
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The Death of a Lover 


There was a scuffle. 

A flash of teeth, a yelp of pain and a flash of light. 
He had killed him. 

Broke his neck and no one stopped him. 


Nikki had just stood there, a smirk curling his lips. He enjoyed it, even though it was one of his own demons. He 
liked bloodshed, no matter whose it was. 


| kinda liked it too. A bit of the demon inside me was waking up and | smiled in spite of the growing sickness in 


my stomach. 
| enjoyed it..that is..Until | heard his sorrow, the soulful cry of a lover's broken heart. 


Each tear glistened as they dripped down the angel's cheeks. The echo of his pain rang out in the silent room, 


almost bringing me to my knees. 


'Izzy.lzzy, l'm so sorry." He rocked back and forth, cradling the limp body of the wolf against him. "But, | had 


to..You left me.no choice." 


Duff had been no longer able to hold back the demon's relentless attack towards Lars. Izzy had almost killed 


him and in an act of desperation, Duff was forced to kill the werewolf, to kill his love. 


Kirk now sat back against the wall, glowering at the angel but knowing he couldn't do anything about it. Lars lay 
in a heap on the floor, curled up around his protector. He held on to Duff's arm for dear life, his face was 


tear-streaked and blood oozed out of several gashes across his body. He was obviously in pain and scared out 


of his mind. | almost felt bad for him. 


Then again... 


Fuck him. Too bad the wolf didn't eat him. 

Nikki grabbed my shoulder. "Come, Mephisto. We have other things to attend to. 
"But." | began 

"But, what?" Nikki snapped 


"How could you..| mean, why did you." | didn't know what | was trying to say. | motioned to the scene on the 
floor. "He killed Izzy and he loved Izzy!" 


The dark orbs reflected no emotion "Yes, how sad. That's the price of sleeping with the enemy. 

"You don't feel bad?" 

"Of course, not!" 

"Are you sure? | mean.what about you and." 

| saw Nikki's mouth twitch for a second, | had struck a nerve. "Enough of this! Slash has done well, he has 
found your other half and..that.pathetic little angel. You shall now, become one with him and rise again" 
"Become one..with who?" 


"Your other half, of course," He answered simply. "No more silly questions, let's go." 


He led me out of the room and away from the horrible melody of the broken hearted... 


Mephisto's Job 
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"Come, Mephisto," Nikki hissed. "The time has come." 


Unsure of everything, but not stupid enough to disobey the man in front of me | followed him. In deepest part 
of my soul | was delighted. | could now begin to do my Master's work once again To be at his side and reign 


over destruction and chaos. 
Nikki led me out of the backroom and past the stage. Over my the bar | could see the gathering. It was like 
some Halloween freak show. There stood three werewolves, Slash, Tommy, and Kirk no doubt. Tommy and Kirk 


stood bristling on either side of James and a petrified Vince. Slash, was off to the side next to..Axl? 


| assumed it was Axl. The red hair, the pale skin.it had to be him. Although, he was transformed as well. He 


was in his true form. 

"Master, Master Sixx!" Someone called. It took me a few seconds to realize it was Junior. | stared in disbelief at 
my bassist. | thought he had ran off a long time ago, thought that the unusual bloodbath during the roulette 
had scared him. But there he was. He hurried over to Nikki's side. His voice was soft and with the up most 
respect, almost fearful. "We have them, my Master. We wait on you." Junior barely took notice of me. 

| scowled, but realized it probably wasn't the best time to get offended . 

Nikki gave Junior a cold smile. "Good. Now, Mephisto will be whole once again and we can be done with these 
hideous charades." Nikki took my hand in his and squeezed it. His voice was soft and calm. | felt the fear rise 
up in me. "You must become one with your other half." 

"One..right," | nodded. "| got that part, but how?" 

"Join together." 

"Like. join? Like hold hands?" 

Nikki laughed low in his throat. "Remember how | gave you back your power and your memory?" 


| fuckin’ swear the room went dead silent. Not even the werewolves snarls were heard. 


"Yeah..| remember," | stammered. 


With a clawed hand Nikki gave me a push forward. "Go on" 

Oh shit. 

"You're kidding, right? Become one?..You mean fuck James?" 

His mouth was set in a firm line, but his dark eyes glittered in amusement. 

| glanced over to James. My hatred for him hadn't wavered despite all this.and now? 

| took a step forward. Everyone in the room tensed up. Well, everyone in the room except Axl and Slash. 
Glancing over at them | was convinced that neither one of them was paying attention to the upcoming battle 
ahead. Axl or whatever he was now.. was getting all doe-eyed for Slash. His big green eyes shining with 
unbridled lust that Slash was all to eagerly enjoying. | was almost glad when Slash pinned Axl up against the bar 
counter and starting laying it in to him. 

It at least spared me the goo-goo eyes. 

| turned to face James. Vince had put himself in between me and him. The singer looked absolutely petrified 
but stood his ground. But it wasn't me he was afraid of, he was looking past me. "No, Sixx," He growled, his 
voice quivering slightly. "This will never happen. It ends tonight." 


"| agree," | heard Nikki answer. "It ends here and so do you, Gabriel." 


| clapped my hands together. | had a job to do. | had to fuck James. Should be no problem | had done it before. 
Right, | told myself, | could do it. 


| wondered just how the hell | got into all this mess. | knew | should have never gone to this fuckin’ party in 
the first place. 


Damn that Junior. 


